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to Edmonton—a journey of about a thousand miles. I jumped at
this chance to accompany him and thus make both our dreams
reality.
We started from Port Essington, at the mouth of the Skecna
River, where I had opportunity to see once more the booming town
of Prince Rupert. We followed up the Skeena to its sources, crossed
a narrow divide, and, dropping down, came to streams whose
currents discharged eventually into the Peace; the Peace River,
flowing toward the Arctic Ocean, and the Skeena, falling into the
Pacific, heading within fifty miles of each other.
At navigable water we made a trade with a Sikani Indian for his
dug-out cottonwood canoe and in this craft made the entire water
journey. We stayed for some time in the mountains, prospecting
streams flowing into the head-waters of the Peace. Sometimes I
hunted, though without much luck. The Peace River basin was
not good hunting country. In the upper part there were a few
bear and moose, but out on the prairies game almost disappeared.
I have already spoken of two narrow escapes from death—once
in Pennsylvania when I was nearly run down by a locomotive and
again in British Columbia when fording a swollen creek. Here
at the head of the Peace River I was to have a third providential
escape. Vast dangers, such as the inhospitality of polar waste or
equatorial desert, man can overcome by intelligent provision. It is
the moment of incaution or carelessness that may plunge him into
instant peril and even cost him his life, whether he be on a city
street or mountain trail.
While my partner panned for gold one day, I took the dug-out
and a shot-gun and paddled far up a stream, looking for game.
That evening I was returning empty-handed as usual and very
hungry, for we had had no meat for several days and were subsist-
ing on beans and rice and what wild berries we could find.
At one point the stream rushed around a narrow bend and
then broadened out into a quiet pool, dammed back by a long
gravel bar at the lower end. As I rounded this bend and looked
over the pool, my eyes were gladdened by the sight of a fat
porcupine out on the tip end of the gravel bar having a drink. For
just a moment I deliberated. It was a long shot to make with the
gun. If I missed or only wounded the animal, it would get into

